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fill the larder, pay the rent for six months in advance! With
a terrific leap he sprang off the bed, flung open the door
of his bedroom, ran to the kitchen, grabbed Flora, and spun
her around with her feet in the air crying: "Mother, look!
look! I did it! The Atlantic Monthly is publishing my big
story. All the Eastern editors will see it. They'll want to
buy, too. We're on our way up!"

Flora Wellman nodded her head and smiled grimly
behind her narrow steel-rimmed spectacles as she kissed her
only son.

Jack's predictions proved truer than even he had dared
hope. The publishing firm of Houghton Mifflin, which
was associated with the Atlantic Monthly in Boston, and had
seen the manuscript of "An Odyssey of the North" and
Jack's other Alaskan tales appearing in the Overland Monthly^
agreed to bring out a volume of his short stories in the
spring. Houghton Mifflin's first reader's report when they
were considering publication of the group of short stories is
probably the first professional criticism of a collection of
Jack's work. "He uses the current slang of the mining
camps a little too freely, in fact he is far from elegant, but
his style has freshness, vigour, and strength. He draws a
vivid picture of the terrors of cold, darkness, and starvation,
the pleasures of human companionship in adverse circum-
stances, and the sterling qualities which the rough battle
with nature brings out. The reader is convinced that the
author has lived the life himself."

No longer would he have to accept $7.50 for a short
story, a $7.50 he was having increasing difficulty dunning
from the Overland Monthly. On December 21, 1899, t^ie
contract was signed and Boston, stronghold of the English
stranglehold on American culture, was pledged to sponsor a
California-Alaska frontier revolution in literature. With a
conservative Boston publishing house backing his radical
innovations, his work had a chance for a fair hearing, it
would be judged on its merits rather than its departures.

A few nights later Jack sat in his bedroom surrounded
by his manuscripts, files, books, and notes for a hundred